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A long account of nothings paid with loss.
Where we poor puppets, jerked by unseen wires,

After our little hour of strut and rave,
"With all our pasteboard passions and desires,
Loves, hates, ambitions, and immortal fires,
Are tossed pell-mell together in the grave.
But stay! no age was e'er degenerate,
Unless men held it at too cheap a rate,
For in our likeness still we shape our fate.

Ah, there is something here
TJnfathomed by the cynic's sneer,
Something that gives our feeble light
A high immunity from Night,
Something that leaps life's narrow bars
To claim its birthright with the hosts of heaven;
A seed of sunshine that can leaven
Our earthy dulness with the beams of stars,

And glorify our clay

With light from fountains elder than the Day;
A conscience more divine than we,
A gladness fed with secret tears,
A vexing, forward-reaching sense
Of some more noble permanence ;

A light across the sea,

"Which haunts the soul and will not let it be,
Still beaconing from the heights of undegenerate
years.
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Whither leads the path
To ampler fates that leads ?
Not down through flowery meads.